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BY PAUL M. 8ARAZAN.
NEW YORK, March 13.."If girls

would listen to their own hearts insteadof ashing the cuija board how
much a man earns we'd have a happierworld."

Yes, sir, Katherlne MaoRonald, adjudgedby Neysa McMem and HowardChandler Christy to.be the most
beautiful woman In the morles, claims
that Dan iCopid's lost his grip under
the mad rush for rich marriageable
men.

Is Not So Forlorn.
L'l an #nr1«m »« Vio

A might'be. Not when Katherlne takesIk him under her wing.not while be

pITthe^daily"!
sfjort storyi I'r

The Foot of Fate.
By DORA MOLLAN

(Copyright 1920, by the McClure
kSNewspaper Syndicate.)

*.»OR the third time since she enter
1-1 ed the station Edith Redway'a

V * overshoe slipped at the heel. For
the third time she stopped to give It
an Impatient tug. At the Instant aV little hard bulk of paper bound about
by twisted elastic, skidding from un<
der the spinning foot ot. a passerby,
brought up against Edith's offending

k .^ttoe picked It up. Evidently the
paper- was -^rapped about some small
object. Whoever had kicked It her
vray had passed on. Edith dropped
the little parcel Into her bag and proceededto her train.

Sinking into the tirst vacant seat
the girl rested her head against the
high plnsh back qnd wearily closed
her eyes. Two weeks with a grip cold
as bed-fellows had forced Edith to take
a vacation.
The llstlessness of convalescence

possessed her mind, and body. Vagrantthoughts came and went, un
pursued to any conclusive end. Cousin
Marie, whom Edith was going to visit,
would ascribe her slqkness to the
fact that she didn't wear woolens.
she would harp on that. Then theillness,Itself.doctor'sbills and meals

1 111 Her room.a forfeited summer vacation.nomoney for week-end outings
.an employer who expected as untiringservice rom bis ottlce force as
from his typing machines!
The approaching summer would

loom dreary enough, Edith decided,
were it not that a small park, that
quaint old square dedicated to thet memory of the man who tradition tells
us never uttered a lie, lay within easy
walking distance of her Toomlng
house. There were, green growing
things there, and benches where ono
might sit and -watch the passing.
Associated with that park In Edith's

mind was a man, a slender young
man with dark, dreamy eyes who often
walked there alone. He was not like
the park's patron saint. He could tell
a ne.naa TOia by one. One sunny
Sunday morning he had set on the
bench next to her tavorlte one. AcrossA the walk a toddling, swarthy .speck of
humanity, llred by the same spirit
that sent a famous compatriot sailing
over uncharted seas centuries before,V set out from the port of his mother'sH knee on a voyage of discovery, gleefullytottering to the Inevitable fall.

Edith and the dark 'young .man had^Simultaneously rushed to the rescue^^kalfau Instant too late. When the exBtedparent arrived they were making
M efforts to wipe away the eviBeof a bleeding nose. The
« volnable thanks served as an^B-tlon of a sort, and when theyB^emselves again It was uponBbench. They talked of manyH'ipersonal mostly. But the

[ aid he walked In the squareBiliaant Sunday morning.ho
c, forward to seeing her tne

v
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; Mam) For Rich

/Catherine M
can dry his eyos on Kath'ryn'a im_
ported French hanky. a
"People aren't marrying enough," Ji

says Miss MaoDonald. "They've made t
a Bolshevik and a martyr out of Cap- p
Id. They've oommandeered his bow gand arrow and given him a machine v
gun." p
"Can people marry in thle day of (

high prices?" we asked the movie
beauty. "Is it possible. Lifting's ghard enough in this day.without lov- iing." t

Not Enough Love. J"That's the trouble with the world," :
she replied. "There's not enough love. JHigh prices on eggs and clothing and "

inflated rents don't mean anything.""Don't mean anything?" we gasped.
following week. That was the lie. Two a
pleasant Sunday mornings had oats- 1-
od 'end he had not been there. s
The conductor, coming (or her ti

ticket, interrupted Edith's train of d
thought. As she took the pasteboard t
from her beg she noticed the (orgot- d
ton little package. Slipping the elas- r
tic blndldg, she found It to contain a *bltie plush Jewel box, and in the box v
reposed a ring.a cameo of extraordinarilydelicate pink set simply in a
gold. It bore the profile of a woman, i
beautifully chiseled. With an Inward s
exclamation of admiration Edith pro 1
coedcd "to closer examination of the c
ring. t
Some characters, engraved on the S

inner surface," she deciphered as "C. 1
to E.; 3.2.11.5." Surely that s
mystic Inscription muBt mean much $
to some one. Somewhere, that some s
one was bewailing the loss of the a
cameo even while she waa revelling in t
its beauty. t
On the sheerest Impulse Miss Red- j

way dropped the Jewel box to the floor
and thrust it under the seat with hor t
fbot but not before she had glimpsed i
the name of a well;known firm of Jew- c
elers stamped In gold inside the lid. t
She -tried the ring on every finger v

an-.l found that it best fitted the third 1
flr.,V£of her left hand. Why shouldn't
she keep It? The foot of fate had liter- 1
ally kicked it to her. And, anyway, t
she remembered reading somewhere \
that beautiful things should belong tos r
those to whom they brought the most r
enjoyment. It was easy for a rather r
discouraged, half sick young woman
in nouns place to anaesthetize her li
conscience. s
But anaesthesia Is a temporary con- s

dltlon. Edith, completely restored un- f
der Cousin .Marie's motherly care and h
on her way honon two days earlier than '

sho had anticipated, spurred by the a
restlessness of the unaccustomedlyIdle, was sorely conscious of that Jew- I
elry firm's name and address. s

It met her eyes In the columns of c
the magazine she tried to read; the n
wheels of the train poundel out the w
rliymth of It. The Jewelers would be h
sure to have some record of the personto whom the rlnjc had been sold w
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acDonald.
"Not a thing. J»ve will always fln<
way. The reason thU country li

n such a state ot turmoil Is b,ecausi
here's not enough lore. Whan peo
ile marry and make homes they for
:et about reform and revolution. The
relljtnown crown of thorns is toda:
iresstng against the brow of Dai
lupld.
"People should fight high prices b:

letting married." she continued
lachelor girls make good stenogra
hers, but they weren't on the Utopl;
ensus list, You'll never find a peaceul community composed of unm^rled people. Our .young folks wll
ever have either happiness or wealtl
,s long as they're unmarried."

B*n8 the Red Flag."Then you won't advocate the rei

nd who had had it engraved. Sure
r, not to attempt to trace its owner
hip through that obvious channel wai
o steal It; no less. This was Satur
ay afternoon and too late in the da;
o do anything about it. But on Moil
ay morning she would give up th<
lug. Meantime, Edith rejoiced tha
rlth a clear conscience she coult
rear it one more day.
Sunday morning, warm and sunny
dvance samplo of the best styles ii
day weather, found Edith Redwa]
trolling toward her favorite bencl
n the square. And there, looking a:
andld and trustworthy as If he an<
ruth were one, sat the young mai
rho had Ued to her.who had prom
sed and had not come. Steeling her
elf to Ignore him utterly, Edith wai
auntering regally by when he caugh
lght ot her and sprang up, his faci
light. It was too genuine, his dellgh
oo sincere. The girl yielded to his en
reatles to be seated and let him ex
ilatn.
He had been called away six weeki

lefore, he said, by the almost "fata
llness of his mother, and had returnid a fortnight ago. He had hauntei
he square ever since, hoping that shi
vould come. What had happenedVhere had she been?
ou jkuilu voia mm aoouc ner owl

Uness and her having to go away, am
letween them they pieced it out tha
vlth any luck at all they would have
net in the Grand Central, for the:
oust have heen there *t the same mo
sent on the day of her ^epartuje.It was In the midst ot this Interest
ng comparison of data that Edit!
ubsconsctoualy resenting the pres
ure of too snug kid, drew the glove
rom her left hand. Her companloi
inl.ted in the middle of a sentence,
Where did you get the ring?" h<
sked abruptly.
"It was given to me.by a friend.'

idlth told the fib desperately. Foi
ome vague woman's reason she Wai
ompelled to Impress this nice younf
tan that she had the Bort of friendi
rho would choose such a ring to give
er.
But her companion if Impressed

ras Impressed curiously. "He glanced
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! flat u a means of making the world
j better," we joked.
9 "No slroe," she said. Instead ft a
red flag I favor a bungalow with vines

. climbing up the porch to calm this
t country."
r "But who's to blame for this non1marriage craze?" we asked.

"The girls," was the Dromot ver
y diet. "Every other unmarried girl
. In the country la waiting, waiting,
- waiting until some fellow earns endugh
a money to make her a princess."

8hould Msrry,
j "But wtfat should these girls do?"
u The answer came Immediately."They ought to marry as plain Amer.loan girls and let nice boys make

queens out of them," answered the1 movie queen.

sidelong at Edith, at the ring, then
straight across the square at the great

J Washington arch. Also he whistled,
low and long and speculatively.

r "Do you suppose," ho inquired, still
gazing across the park, "that the old

i boy over there on the arch ever told
t one like that? Hopest Injup, where
1 did you find it?"

Instantly Edith's tiny structure of
deception collapsed. "I found it In the

1 Grand Central station," she admitted
' penitently. "Is.Is It yours?"
1 "Oh, no no," was the hasty rejoin3der . "I bought It, though, fqr a friend.
1 You'll find It marked, "C. to ,B.; 3.
i 2.11.5." The C stands for my name
Chester.Chester Barlow."
"And the B stands, I suppose, for

j the name of your fiancee?" Edith was
[ carrying it off bravely.
| "I hope so, very earnestly. It

stands, you see, for Edith.oh, I peekedtwice at letters you had been reading,for I had to know. And the num,bers stand for the month, the day and
, the hour when we first met. It's yours.

It has always been yours. Will you
j wear it.dear?"
> And Edith is wearing It yet.
? _ *

, Preventive.
1 "Don't tell njc that worry does
t not do any good," said Mrs. Frett.
t "I know better. The things I worry
' about don't happen,"

! We need Used Furniture to
. supply our Old Store, corner Jaeki~?on and Jefferson streets. You

need New Furniture from our Nsw
Store. 221 Monroe' street. Let us
exchange. We also repair or store

. Furniture.
You will find a compute line t

s furniture, carpets, stores, paint and
wallpaper at onr new store, Ml

, Monroe street
! See Denhara First Co*

221 Monroe Street.
| Next to Woolworth'e

D ALREADY SERVED Hisl
" trVOSM V.QC1G)LNVfV«.«\feCi. tJ

'f v# -
.

jNING, APRIL 8,1920.
.

CONFESSIONS-]
OF A BRIDE

(Copyright, N. p. A.)

1 hire gbout convinced myself that
roman't prevailing tin it Jealousy. I
lo not intend to be jealous ot Bob,do not wish to be jealous ot him,
isvertheless what he does.and what
le does not do excite my suspicions,
t he speaks ot Katherlne Miller. J
dn worried. If he tails to reter to her
distrust him.
What is the poor man to do?
And what Is his poor wife to do?
If Jealousy, obvious or unconfeesed,

8 the chronic state of wives what nr..

hey all to do?
1 admit to myaelt, and I guess lota

>f wives will recognise the feeling,admit that my jealousy is perfectlylenseless. And then I keep right on
ortnrlng myself. 1 refer to it often
n my confessions because ft harasses
ne. It haunts me day and night. It
launts many other wives in just the
lame idiotic way, I am sure.
I am always imagining' things about

ny husband which I would not haw
>roved for all the world. And well tor
ne, they never do prove true!
Bob, I suppose, is like scores or

ither men who have chronically jeal>uswives. Men are really much finer
han jealous women fancy. It would
>e an awful world it men were no
itcer. than my theory about them.
vhen I am cynical.
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j^Whea I a^f»lr T^m name downs

jcency, Just'as Hob baa. Instinctlrely,
they are much too nice to get mixed
up In an unconventional love affair;
tome of them tcorn a vulgar romance
exactly at any nice woman' would do:
tome are too (may to play truant to

'lawful love.and aom<are too.poor,
The average wlte'a faith In her hue'band la safeguarded In countless ways,

! and If jealous wives would just count
I these t ways over, occasionally, they
i Could save themselves many a heart,
break. And spare their poor defense>lets husbands % lot of undeserved

j misery!
I am at tired of betas Jealous as 1

am of Cbrys' oulja board. I consider
them senseless, and still J cannot resisttbeir attraction.
Nexi day another wireless vibrated

above the waves of the Pacific and
was picked up by the operator on the
"Blue Bird." Bob sent It at Martha
Palmer's request. The little lawyer
had discovered "that Chrys had never
been legally married to Hamilton Cartels.The license was a clever forgery
and the ceremony had been faked.
Martha couldn't have found this outwhilethe war lasted, she said, but now
that Certeis. was discredited in New
York, his former associates and employeswere eager to betray him!
We agreed thai Cbrys ought to

have the truth about her marriage
before she ran any chance of meeting
Certeis in Honolulu.
"How Chrys will loathe the news!"

I said. "She hates to he deceived.
except about spiritism. She is willing
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jto bo divorced at the coat of gru«< jpublicity, rather than learn that ehel
haa been coaxed Into a mock wedding
ceremony. How humiliated.and how
furious the will be!"

"She'll rate," Bob agreed. "So
would Dad.tf he found it out. I've
wired Chrys to keep the newe from
htm. It might bring on another etroke
of apoplexy. Or be might atrangle
Certeia. And get the bunch tied up in

; Honolulu indefinitely. I'd like to get| all the lortmeti under one root againI-IM W Am start drover along niceIlcommonpTare lines'."
I "I ean't sen Chry« doijig ordinary.|things." 1 remarked. "And now ah*
1| has a new motive for doing somethingI most unusual. She will'find some reIvenge for Certeis' deceit, I feel «re.'- wI "I hope not, my love." said Bob.

» -V - iiuuii see. » iiDunu i . oe a* ail -y,surprised it she ipined Katherlne HitlerIn a little sleuthing."
'Tor the love ot Mike, Jane stop

your dreaming! Wake up!"
"You'll see," 1 repeated. "Chrys Is 1

desperate.and ready for any adventurebecause Of that unfcrtun.te srfairwith Jordan Spence. She never
was conventional, you know. And sha
reads the queerest books! And considerher oatla"'contt'ola.' ir she lets
herself go.you'll see!"

a tt«M(To Be Continued.)
. . »

A new French farm tractor Is aaesr
'

lurueu uruuuu wane hi worK. It IK a
double ender and the drlrer merely
changes hta seats and the machine
proceeds In the other direction.
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